He said that self-forbidden thing again, or something like 
it--the exact words obscured in the whirl of argument. 

So, although she wasn't all of human society, she'd do to 
prove a point: He simply couldn't restrain himself enough to get 
along with anybody, not for long. Not for short, actually. 

How much was really his fault no longer posed an 
interesting 
speculation...most of these "speculations" borrowed anyway 
at least the Language from the last intense person he talked to, 
or his last self-help group. 

He finally tired of all the vocabularies. 

The bromide was true, of course, that he'd be healthier 
buried in his work. But, still agitated, he momentarily forgot 
what it was. 

One or two other fragments tugged his consciousness as to 
having been married, or engaged or similarily close, but it 
could have been a movie. 

At any rate, he left everything and everybody to rent the 
place. The agent from REMAX warned him after he signed the 
lease, "Most people want to be this alone only at first." 

"I'm not most people." 

"If you leave..." 

"You'll get a year's worth of money no matter what I do, 
butI think I can stay here," he maintained, his mind adding: 
listening to the empty resonance. “Though some would call it 
loneliness, I know," he mused aloud. 

"No phone either. I sure couldn't do without a phone. 
Three or four actually. At least a cellular." 

"Not one." 

"Pretty awful. Besides that, are you sure that some 
friends despite, uh, what I guess are imperfections...?--they 
can get 4-wheelers in here." 

"Imperfections, hey? Theirs or mine. Who cares anymore? 
You know, not only do I not care. I don't care that I don't 
care." 

"That's hardly what I'd call a conclusion." 

"Your conclusion, Mr REMAX, is my check. The best thing 


about me is that I can pay. And before you say it, I know it 
won't insure me friends etcetera. But it will insure me those 
who want to be paid. From time to time I'll find something for 
them to do...when I have to. Ordinary maintainence not covered 
by the lease--if anything is. Over the years...and years. Then 
I'll die." 

"We'll all do that." 

Ah it was easy to instantly erase the pedestrian agent who 
Snapped his briefcase and left, but he did have to choose when 
to die, in order to leave no trace: a challenge he'd face now 
when healthy...though an image of him in bed with a mature woman 
Snapped in. He scolded his mind for such foolishness. A 
hermit, he reminded himself firmly, had better edit his visions. 

And, despite his control, he could really only start 
breathing when, at last, the agent bucked off in his Izuzu 
Rodeo. 


